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Awards Day honors given; graduation indoors
The annual Awards Day Convocation was held last Tuesday, May
25. Winners of various awards
and honors were announced.
The following awards were given:
The 10 winners of the PURPLE
KEY, highest award for seniors:
Sandra Corey, Elaine Christopher,
Francille DeGrood, Mrs. Mark
Hanke;
Mrs. Dorothy McLaughlin, Spencer Munkel, Judy Olson, Kaye Olson, Philip Shaw, and John Holbrook.
Other awards: WENONAH
PLAYERS:
Guard membership
awards — Mary Stocker, Diane
Thaldorf, and Bruce McLean. Purple Masque — Miss Stocker and
Bruce McLean.
Winona State Speech Association award — Miss Stocker. Election to National Collegiate Players, an honorary theater-arts fraternity, McLean.

Dr. Nels Minne, president, presented lifetime activity tickets to
graduating seniors who have been
Student Senate members. The
awards were presented to : Jan
Johnson, Elaine Rotty, Ted Kelly,
Jack Getskow.

Dean Raymond announced the
honor graduates. Four students
will graduate with special honor.

tural firm of W. Wayne advised
the college that it would be practically impossible to complete the
required work, replace the seating,

They are: John Holbrook, Geraldine Kirkeby, Dorothy McLaughlin, and Judy Olson.

and do the necessary clean-up in
time for the June Commencement
exercises.

Those who will graduate with
honor, are : Peggy Berg, Dennis
Boardman, Elaine Christopher,
Sandra Corey, Ruth Dahling, Francille DeGrood, Philip Flint, Diann
Gislason Heyer,

A native of Trempealeau, Wisconsin, will be the main speaker at

Ann Marie Goldsmith, Kathryn
Hanke, Larry Johnson, Robert Keller, Margaret Koehler, Richard
Kolter,
Lois Laabs, Beverly Meyer, Marlene Moechnig, Spencer Munkel,
Bonnie Mutschler, Kaye Olson,
Gerald Pietrzak,

Michael Biesanz, Robert Carr,
Ronald Dadetta, James Dickson,
Alysann Eglinton, Robert Fockens, Frankie Francel.

Patricia Powell, Edward Redalen, Philip Shaw, Judith Smrkovski, Nadine Vanderau, and Mary
Weichert.

Judee Fugelstad, Frederick
Hauck, John Hess, Sandra Kerrins, Julianne Knopick, Jill Miller
Kranz, Nicholas Kranz, William
Langenberg.

BACHELOR OF ARTS — Peter
Abts, Terrence Eggerichs, James
Harrington, and Donald Pinke.

Stanley Hiha, Michael Sheimo,
Dolores Starling, Mary Stocker,
Diane Thaldorf, Joan Timm, Karen Van Auken.
Joan Vanderau, Gerald Wilharm, Jack Martin, and Mary Jo
Levorson.
The Humanities Club won the
all-college speech competition
traveling trophy.
The intersoroity traveling trophy was won by Delta Zeta, Sigma
Tau Gamma won the interfraternity traveling trophy.

Mr. John Lewis
to publish article
Mr. John Lewis, assistant professor of psychology at WSC, will
publish a research article in the
summer issue of Educational and
Psychological Measurements.
Coordinating with Mr. Lewis on
the article was Mr. Arthur Mittman, associate professor at the
University of Oregon.
The article, entitled, "Correlates
on Achievement on the Admissions
Test for Graduate Study in Business," is the last in a series of
three articles taken from a larger
report made for the Business Administration Department at the
University of Iowa, Iowa City,
Iowa.
Mr. Lewis worked independently
on the first two reports of the series.

The annual Alumni Dinner and
meeting is Sat., June 5, at 6

o'clock in Richards Hall. The price
is $2.00 per person.
Tickets may be purchased from
A. deGroot, Business Office.

Under contract with Winona
State College, Fowler & Hammer,
Inc., are repairing and recoating
Maxwell Stadium. The architec-

Barbara Anderson Westberg,
Jerry Curran, Sue Zimmer, Rick
Froyen, and Robert Keller.

SPEECH Round Table awards
— Jane Alongi, Steve Andersen,
Charles Arnoldt, Dennis Baran,
Charles Becker,

Thomas Leuchtenberg, Catherine Lindsay, David Marshall, Pattee Patterson, James Price, Beverly Rathbone,

Commencement exercises will
take place in Memorial Hall this
year instead of at Maxwell Stadium as previously planned.

WINONAN (newspaper) staff—
Diane Erickson, editor; Dulcie
Berkman, Marilyn Mikulewicz, Ed
Sheffield, Suzanne Petersen.
Steve Stokes, Frank Hayes,
Charles Becker, Frank Bonofiglio,
Phil Silver, Tom Baer, Sharon
Boschulte,
Ralph Carter, Barbara Egge,
Marge Johnson, Kathy Keller,
James Martin, Karen Mortensen,
Roger Severson, James Wagner,
and Bruce Johnson.
WENONAH (annual) staff: —
Joe Seufert, editor; Cheryl Fick,
Mary Gray, Pat Schroeder, Carol
Jeche, Charles Becker.
Ed Sheffield, Marianne Gabnay,
Michael Mehlman, Steve Stokes,
Larry Fruechte, Marcia • Daily,
Janis Jensen, and Richard Jones.
Alpha Upsilon Chapter of KAPPA PI fraternity: Double guard—
Sandra Rumstick, and Mrs. Mark
Hanke; Gold Pallette — Janet Lubinski. First year service awards,
blazer insignia: Peter Ecker, Ger-

Construction plans for
speech, music building
at WSC approved
Plans for construction of a
classroom building for speech and
music has now been approved for
WSC by the state legislature. The
appropriation of $736,000 does not
include the theatre which was included in the original plans. Appropriations have also been made
for conversion of equipment from
Somsen Hall, preventive maintenance and land acquisition.
A federal grant of about
$466,000 for the library addition
has now been approved in Washington, according to Dr. Minne.
The entire library project is now
estimated at $1,398,000 and the
building plans are complete. It is
expected that bids will go up for
the library early this summer.

Winona State College's graduation
exercises, June 4, at 10:00 a.m. at
Memorial Hall.
TROPHY WINNERS . . . Judee Fugelstad and Tex Sieben are shown
here holding the travel trophies won by their respective sorority and
fraternity, Delta Zeta, and Sigma Tua Gamma, in intersorority-interfraternity speech competition. The award was offered for the first time
this year. The Humanities Club won the all-college speech competition
traveling trophy.

ald Butenhoff, Mary Lou Wendt,
and Kathryn Koeth.
KAPPA DELTA PI Honorary
education society membership:
Sandra Corey, Philip Shaw, Gretchen Koehler, Spencer Munkel, and
Mrs. Donald Stone.
CHEEERLEADERS — Captain
Joan Kangel; Sue Rudeen, Darlene
Nesbitt, Pam Johnson, Dennis
Cook, Sue Kneibel, Linda Sirek,
and Cindy Packard.
WARRIORETTES: Four - year
charms — Mary Gates, and Sharon Harnack; Third-year awards —
Judee Fugelstad, and Peg Lyndahl.
Second-year awards — Diane
Borgen, Kathy Brock, Joyce Evens.
Mary Kay Modjeski, Kathy
Schmitz, Penny Trubl, and Sally
Wiczek.

First-year awards — Karen
Busch, Donna DeGise, Pat Farley,
Terry Gromek, Sheila Homola,
Emily Loos.
Pennie Mack, Karen Meyers,
Karen Olson, Jackie Opsahl, Barbara Peterson, Coreen Shefveland,
and Jane Soffa.
Drummers — Bruce Johnson,
Carl Nevils, Howie Okland, Bob
Safe, and Pete Wade.
COLLEGIATE CLUB membership certificates: Robert Keller,
Janet Johnson, Elaine Rotty, Francille DeGrood, Larry Johnson,
Barry White, John Getskow, Spencer Munkel, John Enger, Harry
Sieben, and Barbara Anderson
Westberg.
"WHO'S WHO" elections and
fall and w i n t e r ATHLETIC
awards, previously announced, also were presented.

B. Lang SMEA prexy;
WSC to host '66 meet
A Winona State junior, Bergie
Lang, was elected president of the
Student Minnesota Education Association on Saturday, May 22, at
the annual SMEA convention
which was held at St. Cloud State
College.
Bergie topped a field of three
which had been selected by the
SMEA nominating committee for
the position of president.

He heads a
group of 32 college and university SMEA chapters. Bergie believes that the
rimary purpose
of SMEA is "to
develop in prosective teachers
concept of professionalism in
the field of
teaching as it pertains to each
individual's. attitude toward teaching. I believe that it also helps
`bring the classroom' with its
problems and rewards to the prospective teacher."
He is majoring in business administration and minoring in
speech and physical education. He

has lettered in swimming and
football and is a member of
WSSA, W Club, Kappa Delta Pi,
LSA, and the student-faculty
teacher retention committee.
Ten students and three advisors attended the convention at St.
Cloud. The advisors were: Miss
Aarestad, Mr. Kirk, and Mr. Buhler. The students who attended
were: Patsy Fishbach, Alice Peterson, Mari Kaczrowski, Bergie
Lang, Peggy Berg, Carmen Sens,
Marge Johnson, Barb Egge, Mike
Wagner, and Dick Holst.

Lloyd J. Severson, present director of International Raw Materials Investigations for the United States Steel Corporation, will
present his speech "The Purpose
of Knowledge" to the 1965 graduating class and guests.
Severson is a graduate of Galesville Wisconsin, High School, attended Winona State and received
his B.S. degree from the University of Wisconsin. His parents, Mr.
and Mrs. Louis Severson, live in
Galesville.
He is listed in America's Who's
Who in Engineering and is a member of the Visiting Committee for
Earth Sciences at Stanford University.

Fuglsby receives
doctor's degree
Glen 0. Fuglsby, assistant professor of industrial arts at Winona State College, received his
doctoral degree in education from
Iowa State University in Ames,
Iowa, at commencement exercises
held on May 29, 1965.
Dr. Fuglsby has completed a full
year and several summer sessions
to meet his requirements.
He received his Bachelors' from
South Dakota State University,
and Masters from the University
of Minnesota.
Dr. Fuglsby's thesis work is
"Occupational Patterns in Four
Northwestern Iowa Counties." It is
a pilot study which attempted to
do for a small area what the Bureau of Labor Statistics does for the

United States;
however, instead of sampling
t h e population,
this area was interviewed. T h e
occupational pattern was determined, and predictions made on
this data.

Friday evening's schedule consisted of a banquet and a delegate
assembly in which a new constitution was adopted. The evening
ended with an informal hootenanny. Saturday's events consisted of another delegate assembly,
divisional meetings, discussion
groups, candidates speeches, ending with the winners for the 196566 state SMEA positions.

nals, and has co-authored a text
book, • General Mechanical Drawing, copyrighted in 1963.

Of the southeast district there
were three positions filled. Bergie
Lang (WSC) SMEA president,
Mary Jo Convey (St. Theresa)
salary, and Katherine Maixner
(St. Theresa) publications.

can Industrial Arts Association
and National Educational Association. He also belongs to Epsilon
Pi Tau, Minnesota Education Association and Minnesota Industrial
Arts Association.

Dr. Fuglsby has had articles printed in professional jour-

Dr. Fuglsby is currently the
president of the congregation of
Central Lutheran Church in Winona, a life member of the Ameri-
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The Oracle

Editorials

It's been a successful year
We think this has been a successful year. Don't you ?
New people, new buildings, new organizations and a new curricula
have shown their faces on the campus of WSC.
Or, rather, the allocations for new buildings have been made. Now
our library addition and a high-rise dormitory are soon to be had. Con-

struction of Lucas Hall and Kryzsko Commons has been constant, and
now we have the two new buildings to use next fall.
New people are coming around, too. The seniors we know so well
are leaving us, but no need to worry — new and competent people have
appeared to carry on where the seniors leave off.
New organizations have found their places among many. Alpha Phi
Omega is a service fraternity and will go into full swing next fall.
Winona Keys pledged national and are no longer the W-Keys but Alpha
Xi Delta pledges. The Humanities Club and various other organizations
have been formed as well.
New curricula, too, have been developed. The nursing program which
began last fall currently has 18 students among its midst, while

47 others have applied for next fall. Minors in earth, psychology and
recreation have been developed. A sociology major has been developed,
and many other changes among the presently existing programs have
been made to make them more adequate and complete.
All these are definitely an improvement for WSC, and what a long
way we have come this year! We hope that next year will be just as
successful.

Wish seniors good luck?
It's time now for the seniors to graduate and "go out into the
world," so to speak, and they will receive many "good lucks" from
well-wishers.
But is "good luck" really the right expression to use ? Shouldn't we

instead wish them lots of hard work with good fortune following?
Perhaps we should. After all, the seniors haven't gone to college for
four years just to sit around and loaf (we hope). Rather, we should hope
that they will now go out to better their lives with the education they
have received.
And when their time has come, good fortune will fall upon them. A
just reward for many years of a job well-done.

No outdoor graduation !
Word has just reached the Winonan office that there won't be
any outdoor, graduation after all.
It seems that WSC and Fowler & Hammer, Inc. are under contract
to have repairs made at Maxwell Stadium. The college has been ad-

vised that it would be next to impossible to have the stadium repaired
and the necessary clean-up done in time for Commencement exercises.
So the stadium won't be ready in time, eh ? Did the contract just

come into being in the last few weeks, or have people known about
the contract for quite some time ?
Unless the contract has just come into existence, people have
known about it, - and surely they must have realized that one
circumstance might run into another.
Why, then, did they ever say we could have an outdoor graduation in the first place ?
It hardly seems fair to the students to make such a promise

unless it is absolutely certain that nothing, but nothing save foul
weather or, unforeseen circumstances will keep it from them.
We hardly feel that this is an "honestly legitimate" unforeseen
circumstance.

Tri-College plays
presented May 11
On Tuesday May 11, Winona
State College presented its annual
Tri-College production. This year's
program consisted of two one-act
plays directed by students in Wenonah Players.

What's up?
June

1-2 Payment of fees for summer session.
4 Commencement, 10:30 a.m.

7-10 Golf, NAIA, Rockford.
The first play, under the direc14 First summer session registion of Gary Mayer, was "In Abratration, 8:00 a.m.-2:30 p.::1
ham's Bosom" began at 7:30 p.m.
The setting of this play is a 15 Classes begin, 7:30 a.m.
turpentine forest in North Carolina in the late 1800's and revolves July
around a Mullato who tries
15 Final exams.
to cut down on his food rations
15 Graduation commencement,
to buy a book so he can teach
10:30 a.m.
Negro children.
19
Second
summer session regPerforming in this play were
istration, 8 :00 a.m.-2 :30
Puny, Richard Wilde; Lije, Gary
p.m.
Mayer; Bird, John Hess; Abe, Al20
Classes
begin, 7:30 a.m.
phonso Pagliarello; Colonel McCranie, Ron Schmidt; Lonnie McCranie, Victor Borgasen; and Gol- August
die, Jeanne Morrison.
20 Final exams.
The second play which started
at 8:15 p.m. was "The Man Who
Died At 12 o'clock" under the direction of Marilyn Schwanke. This
play centers around a poor white
family in North Carolina. The
principle characters were Sally,
Pat Patterson; and Charlie, Jim
Wagner, lovers who try to persuade poor Uncle January, Steve

Andersen, to tell where Sally's inheritance is so she and Charlie
can be married. They succeed
in tricking Uncle January into
telling them by playing upon his
superstitious mind.

Frank meets last deadline
By Frank Bonofiglio
LAST TIME . . . This is my last
article for the Winonan before I
graduate. I would like to say it
has been fun and I will sadly miss
those cheerful faces each week
who greeted me with "Don't forget the deadline!" or "Frank, it
has to be in tonight." Thanks to
Diny ErickSon and Dulcie Berkman for a wonderful year. I'll miss
the beaming smiles of Marilyn Mikulewicz, Suzanne Petersen and
Marge Johnson, the hard-working
staff.
WSC HEADLINERS . . . Congratulations to Bergie Lang for his

appointment as head of the Student Minn. Educational Association
of SNEA . . . Good luck to the Winona State baseball team who defeated St. Thomas for the Region
13 NAIA title, and this weekend
did play in Storm Lake, Iowa, in a
double elimination for state tournament . . . I want to personally
welcome to the Greek community
five of my Phi Sig fraternity brothers who were initiated last Saturday. They are Ralph Fifield,
who was voted honor pledge; Tom
Casey, Doug Rosendahl, John Ross

and Dick Sadler. The dinner dance

following the initiation was like a
model's holiday — such lovely women you have never seen . . . The
Phi Sigs split their two games
with the Sig Taus this year. They
beat the Beta Xi's in the intramurral game but lost the more important game last Sunday. This
was the first time Sig Tau was
able to defeat the Phi Sigs since
this traditional game was started.
Gary Brone pitched a beautiful
game . . . Congratulations to the
Purple Key winners who were announced Tuesday.
REMINISCENCE . . . I don't

think I will ever forget what these
two years at Winona State have
meant to me. Sal Rotty's letter is
how I imagine every senior must
now feel . . . I doubt if I will forget the first time I made the honor roll, the first quarter I was
here . . . We have had feast and
famine as far as the football team
went these two years, and the
wrestling team gave me another
sports interest . . . We've had
Ghosts and Summer and Smoke;
both which impressed me greatly
. . . Last spring there was an
Angel named Sally . . . There
were three charming Norwegian
girls, Maria, Kristen and Putt . . .
and of the many things that Wino-

na State will mean to me in a
couple of years, its teachers will
stand foremost in mind. Without
teachers like Mrs. Hopf, Dr. Foegen, Dr. Swecker and Mr. Graessle I'm sure my two years at
State would have been somewhat
lessened — Thanks . . . Probably
the hardest thing to leave will be
the fraternity. I know every
Greek will share this feeling at
some time, but I will miss every
one of my Phi Sig brothers.
FINAL FAREWELLS . . . Good
luck to all with their finals . . .
Upon graduation Pete Blum leaves
for the Marines . . .Dave Davies

for the Navy . . . And a number of
you will be hitched also but not in
the armed forces . . . Spence Munkel, Everett Austin and myself will
be keeping Interstate 90 quite
busy . . . I hope to be seeing many
of you this summer at Steamboat
Days . . . And here's one to ponder on — "Don't drink when you
drive. You might hit a bump and
spill it."

All school cast
presents comedy
by Mike Jefferis

From the president .. .

Student Senate's last meeting
ties up all loose ends
by Charles Becker

That time of year when loose
ends are tied up has arrived and
the last meeting of the Student
Senate sought to do just that.
Mike Williams reported to the
senate on a successful Awards
Day. The Student Senate began
plans for the program just about
a week and a half before the actual day. Programs for the day were
printed and eighteen different categories of awards were presented
by various instructors, the college
president, the academic dean, and
the student senate president.
A resolution calling on the student senate to continue to work
out the plans for the awards day
in succeeding years was passed.
The resolution prescribed that,
with the proper approval, Awards
Day in the future would be the
social senator's responsibility.
Sue Frisch reported that the
elections for Who's Who in American Colleges and Universities has
selected a number of students for
this honor. The selections will be
announced next fall when the final
number of Who's Who entries for
this college is announced.
Mr. Roderick Henry was elected
to be the junior advisor of the Student Senate for the next two years.
He was elected on the third ballot
after two nominating ballots were
cast. Other faCulty members receiving votes in the election were
Miss Finch, Mr. Spear, Mrs. Hopf,
Mr. Kane, and Miss Day.
Just a few days ago I received
a letter from the Loras College

Student Senate in Dubuque, Iowa.
This note listed the major accomplishments of their students during
the past year and asked that we
send them a list of what we considered our major accomplishments of the year. This started
me thinking about the achievements of our senate during the
past quarter since our inauguration in March. Our accomplishments can be listed as follows:
The traditional tasks of organizing committees, approving the

various permanent committees for
the coming year, and conducting
the prescribed tasks of class elections, approving or rejecting club
constitutions and similar things
occupied much of our time.
A recommendation to the
finance committee that $145.00 be
appropriated to publish 150 student organizational handbooks was
accepted by the finance committee.
Mr. Emanuel's suggestion that

the Senate ask president Minne to
appoint a committee to review
health service policies and practices was approved and carried out.
Ten members of the SS attended the annual Tri-State SS Convention in Bemidji. Suggestions
were made that Winona State
think of hosting this convention
three years hence were made.
The constitution was amended to
read: "The Student Senate may
take appropriate action against a
club upon the report of the Departmental Senator that the club
is not meeting the standards set
up by this college." Before this
amendment was passed, the senate
could either disband the club or
do nothing.
We voted to transfer $25.00 of

our funds to help cover the costs
of the spring intramural program.
Members of the senate acted as
hosts and hostesses for the parents' day coffee hour.
The Student Senate went on
record as favoring the publication
of a weekly Winonan and sent a
letter to the finance committee informing them of this action. The
weekly Winonan will become a
reality next year.
We requested and received ternporary office space for storage of
files and SS records in Somsen
Hall.
Investigations were begun into

the advantages and disadvantages
of belonging to the United States
National Student Association.
WSC is not currently a member.
Prospects for next year are
bright. An exhausting, yet rewarding year is anticipated.

"Spies here, bishops there, confusion reigning everywhere," pretty much sums up the hilarious performance of See How They Run,
a farce by Phillip King, which was
presented at WSC May 24, 25 and
26. It was directed by Jacque Reidelberger and sported an all-school
cast.
The main battleground of the
slapstick production was a small
town vicarage in England just after WWII. By the end of the play
bishops are being mistaken for
spies, soldiers for ministers, and
old maids are being locked up in
the front closet.
The cast as a whole was excellent, but some of the parts were

much livlier than others. Of particular interest were Miss Skillen,
played by Jeanne Morrison; Penelope Toop, played by Connie Eckhoff; The Bishop of Lax, played
by John Hess, Rev. Humphrey,
played by Victor Borgeson; and Lt.
Clive Winton, played by Steve Andersen. Others in the cast who performed very well were Joan Graham, Jim Wagner, Frederic Sillman, and Bill Spurbeck.
The play came off very well,
but the turnout was of no credit to
the student body. Once again an
excellent performance was missed
by many.
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VC/SC Students Show Creativity

These four pages constitute a special section of the Winonan. It contains a selection of
creative works submitted by the student body of Winona State College. In years past, such
creative works have been published by the English Club in a publication entitled "The Loom".
Since the English Club has not been in existence for two years, the editorial staff of the Winonan
has taken upon itself to make a fitting substitution for "The Loom."
It is felt that the Winona State College has a fine representation as far as creative works is
concerned and that these people should be given the chance to display their talents.

The Deceiver
by Roger Severson
"Oh, Larry, I had a wonderful
time tonight. We really ought to
go bowling more often. I must
have had what they call 'beginners luck.' Betcha I'll never bowl
another strike in my life!" Linda
assured Larry.
"Yeah, you did pretty well,
didn't you. I don't know as though
I'd take you bowling again; I hate
being shown-up like that!" Larry
kidded.
"Now, be a sport; I'll let you
win next time! Say, it's getting
pretty late now so I'd better get
in. You know how strict Mom is
about my twelve o'clock curfew.
Oh well, she's just protecting me!
'Ha ha ha.' I'll be glad when I
graduate this spring; then things
will be different."
"Ha ha ha yourself! Well, I'll
see you next weekend. Do take
care of yourself."
As Larry left Linda at the door
he began telling himself what a
nice girl he had just said good
night to. Oh, but if she would only
get over her shyness and grow
up a little he was thinking. It
wasn't that he felt so superior to
her, but she did seem just a little
immature according to the sophisticated way of life to which he was
gradually becoming accustomed
this first year at college. Oh well,
perhaps he couldn't expect anything more from a high school
senior.
Larry drove around town for
awhile, thinking about Linda, and
a few other things. Yes — he decided he'd better go; she would
be waiting.
By 12:45 Larry was across
town and was pulling up to a disreputable tavern on the outskirts.
Through the dusty little windows
he could see Paula nervously
puffing on a cigarette. Paula, a
former classmate of Larry's, was
a 'not-so-nice' girl who met Larry here every Saturday night. She
had been drifting from one job to
another since high school, not being able to adjust. Now in her unattached state she seemed to be
just concerned with having someone to whom she could release her
emotions. As Larry got out of his
father's station wagon, he wondered how long he could keep deceiving himself, keep leading this
split social life. It was unfair, but
why not take advantage.
As Larry sauntered into the
tavern, which was mostly empty
at this late hour, he immediately
saw the glare in Paula's narrowed
eyes.
"Where have you been ?" she
blurted. "Can't you get here any
sooner ? I've been sitting here
for—!"
"Now calm down, honey," Larry said, whisperingly. The traffic
was a little bad and — besides,
it's only a quarter-to-one. You
know I have to work till midnight
at the gas station. Boy, it sure
was a grind tonight."
"Oh never mind; you're always
full of explanations," Paula re-

torted. "Let's go for a ride; this
place is bugging me."
They left the tavern and went
on a long ride into the countryside. Larry arrived home about
four in the morning. As usual, he
had to attend the eleven o'clock
church service with his parents
which was followed by an incredibly delicious Sunday dinner at his
grandparents' h o m e. Larry's
grandmother commented that he
looked a little peaked. After a
flustered attempt to answer, he
replied that mid-quarter tests
were coming up and that he had
really been hitting the books.
Larry dosed most of the time on
the train ride back to college late
that afternoon. He always took
the afternoon train so that he
could get back early to catch up
on his sleep.
For several weekends, Larry
continued his role as gay deceiver.
And then one day at college, Larry received an invitation from a
friend inviting him to a goingaway party on Saturday night for
a fellow who was going in the
Navy. Larry thought this would
be a good change of pace from the
routine and decided to take Linda.
Larry and Linda arrived at the
party about nine that Saturday
night and were greeted by many
of Larry's friends. It never
dawned on Larry that Paula
might also be there, but she had
come and was fortunately at the
other end of the large living
room in the midst of the crowd.
Paula spied them and began to
simmer, trying to hold her composure. Her chin dropped and her
eyes sharpened into a glassy
stare. Her shoulders drooped and
then while taking a deep breath
she squared them. She concealed
herself in the crowd for some
time until Larry went to the
kitchen for refreshments. Paula
then made her move. With a determined gait, she strode across
the room and planted herself beside Linda. She made an unsuccessful attempt at clearing her
throat which caused Linda to
look around, somewhat startled.
"Oh, excuse me, do you want to
get through ?"
"No, I don't;" Paula retorted.
"Where did you pick up your escort ? He looks a little familiar to
me."
Linda stood there, stunned. She
had ever encountered such a situation. Who was this girl who
was scantily dressed and whose
glaring eyes were having trouble
remaining open due to an overdose of eye makeup ? What right
had she to be making such accusations ?
"Im sorry, I don't know you or
what you're talking about. She
was wishing Larry would return.
"I'm not finished." Paula flashed. Her voice was getting loud
and she was attracting the attention of several bystanders.
"Listen you, Larry has been dating me. Now where do you enter
the picture ?" Paula questioned.
"What do you mean," Linda

by Sharon Klebs
Oh, God
Let me be a man
That I may have no heart
And laugh at all my play.
Let me walk in the sun
And love a maid each night.
Let me
Travel yonder with lies
And smile when I'm believed.
My conquest is made.
Let me do as I wish,
Have drunkeness consume me.
Who may be that woman
With head held high
To boast
Of all these things?
Not I.

Without
You
By Peter Ecker
snapped. "I've been going with
him for, well, months now!"
"Oh, is that so?"
"Yeah!"
By now Linda and Paula had
many onlookers, many of them
snickering to each other and
chuckling. One very interested onlooker had just returned from the
by Tom Baer
Blue are the sky and I.
Oh, to be a bird and live to fly.

kitchen with two glasses of punch;
his name was Larry. His mouth
was wide open as he stared in
amazement. His eyes had the appearance of the expressionless
eyes of a dead bird. His posture
drooped as his arms mechanically
lowered, spilling a few drops of
punch. Only then was he consciously awakened to see several
people staring at him. Fully aware
of the consequences, Larry began
edging back to the kitchen.
The girls had temporarily
stopped arguing. Paula's eyes began darting about the room until
they met Larry's. Linda also
looked in his direction for an explanation.
By now, Larry was sidling rather quickly. When he reached the
kitchen he made an "about-face"
and fled through the side entrance
and into the night.
Life now seemed unbearable for
Larry; he wished he could die.
What had possessed him to do
something like that ? Paula didn't
bother him so much, but he knew
he had broken Linda's heart. He
was glad he wouldn't be going
home again until the end of the
term.

Tuesday arrived and with it
two letters in his post office box.
This Larry dreaded because he
knew who they were from — yes,
they were. Paula's letter was to
the point and she told him in no
uncertain terms mrhere to go. Linda's letter gave his heart painful
pangs because it expressed a deeper hurt than Paula's had. Oh, if
only Linda had also told him off.
Oh well, it was all over now.
Later that week, Larry's roommate thought Larry was looking a
bit depressed and thought he could
cheer him up by getting him a
blind date. At first Larry flatly
refused but finally gave in when
he realized there would be no Linda or Paula to go home to.
Larry's blind date, Peggy, was
young and exciting, but she had to
be in by 10:30. He decided he had
had fun while it lasted, so he
made another date with her for
Sunday evening.

by Steven Einhorn
When the rain of sadness and the
winds of hate come.
my love will stand.
Through the tempest of love,
I love only you.
Let icy envy and sun-scorched
contempt to cast upon me
I shall stand steadfast.
But . . .
Let a breath of dislike come
forth from your lips,
and I shall fall.
Let go a sprinkle of discontent,
and I shall drown in the flood.
A cool breeze of disinterest,
and my life shall freeze.
A whisper of contempt,
and I shall be deafened by a roar.
For, without you,
life has no meaning.
No sun can shine,
No soul can laugh,
No smile can form,
No life can live,
without you.

by Marcia Daily

Sunday evening arrived and
just as Larry was about to leave
to pick up Peggy, he was stopped
by his roommate.

What are words
If no one hears?
What are shouts
If no one fears?

"Say pal, whatch doin' tonight ?
Haven't got a date, have ya ?"

What is love
If no one cares?
What is food
If no one shares ?

"Well, as a matter of fact I do;
I was just leaving," replied Larry.
"Well, my girl has a friend I
thought you might be interested
in. She lives here in town and I
understand her parents are out of
town. I was thinking if you
weren't busy you might like to
drop over."
"Oh heavens no, I couldn't do
that. I told you I have a date —
of course, Peggy has to be in by
10:30 and — what did you say her
address is ?"

What is pain
If it's not felt?
What is hate
If it should melt?
What's a prison
If all are free?
What are eyes
If all can see?
What is death
If all are saved?
What is life
If the road is paved?
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Is No Sight a Loss
by Arlys Voorhees
The sun that shines so brightly through the day,
The stars that glow and twinkle through the night,
The flowers with all their colors bright and gay,
The clouds that bring the rain; the snow so white.
These wondrous things — if only I could see!
There's nothing in this world would please me more.
But this lack of sight — is this a loss to me?
Not so, for still I have the senses four!
I feel the sun that shines throughout the day,
I hear the rain; I taste the snow so white.
I smell the flowers with their colors gay.
But the stars are oh so far beyond my light.

by Jane Alongi
When the birds always sang sad songs and the clouds were constantly gray as if waiting for an eternal storm; I was a lonely child.
When nights were dark and dreary and sunshine was non-existant
because of the shadow of unhappiness everywhere; I was a troubled
child
When I was always sad and blue and very unhappy with life, with
sleepless, lonely nights taunting me into a maze of confusion; I was a
child.

The Divorce:
by Elaine Speltz
This scene takes place in a large
and well-furnished room of a
men's club. This will soon be the
meeting place for two gentlemen,
who, though they have much in
common, have never met. Two
doors open, and each man balks
as he sees the other at the opposite side of the room. Two strange
names suddenly take on meaning
as lover meets husband (Mr. Allen) (Mr. White). Both are welldressed, and manage to keep their
composure as they walk towards
the big leather chairs. They sit,
make themselves Comfortable;
then re-sit themselves twice before beginning conversation.
Mr. A — Well, I'm here; we're
both here, and right on time for
the appointment Susan made.
Mr. W. — Yes, Susie called this
morning and .. .
Mr. A. — Susie ?! So you two
really are thick. I resent that, Mr.
White. Susie is her pet name, not
something to be used just any old
time. But enough of this petty arguing. It's time we got down to
the business at hand.
Mr. W. — Mr. Allen, we are, at
the business at hand.
Mr. A. — Yes, I suppose so.
But . . . But not in the manner
that I wished to approach it.
Mr. W. — Approach it ? You
it sound like some complicated
mathematical problem, when it
really is all very simple.
Mr. A. — Simple ! You think
this is simple! You see my wife
behind my back, you take her here
and there on supposed Bridge Club
days, you convince her that she
loves you, and .. .
Mr. W. — Hold it! I convinced
your wife of nothing. It all came
as does spring with its willowy
breezes and flowers.
Mr. A. — Oh be quiet. I didn't
come here to listen to you talk of
spring and other trivialities. But
let me point out that in all your
poetic ramblings, you forgot to
mention May showers. White, this
is serious, and we must conduct
ourselves accordingly.
Mr. W. — But I am serious. It's
you who makes this sound like
some Shakespearean tragedy in
which everyone loses. And it so
happens, this is one I don't plan
to lose.
Mr. A. — Who are you to speak
of winning or losing? Susan is
neither yours to win nor lose.
She's mine, all mine. She's my
wife . . .
Mr. W. — And my mistress.
Mr. A. — (jumping to his feet)
God help you, White, if you ever
use that word again ! It sounds

bad, it smells bad, and it isn't my
Susan.
Mr. W. — It may not be your
Susan, but it is mine, and so the
word still stands until remmedied
with a better.
Mr. A. — Damnation! Here you
are talking of remedies, when the
whole problem hasn't even been
discussed yet. I need a Scotch
and water. (Walking to the portable bar) You want one?
Mr. W. — No thank you. A
Scotch and water would be a poor
substitute for what I really want.
Mr. A. — And what's that ?
Mr. W. — Your wife, Mr. Allen.
Plainly and simply I want your
wife.
Mr. A. — You are mad! Your
courage may be admirable, but
your intentions are mere follies. I
could almost laugh.
Mr. W. — Why don't you ? It is
probably the very thing you need.
And if you think my intentions
are only passing whims, I suggest
you talk to Susan.
Mr. A. — Susan — Susan —
Susan. Is that the only word you
know ? You remind me of a broken recora that should be thrown
away. Now you listen to me,
White, and you listen well.
Mr. W. — You needn't worry,
Mr. Allen! I've been listening all
along. This is getting interesting;
please continue.
Mr. A. — You can bet your
boots I'll continue! I've a lot to
say before we leave this inner
sanctum. And rest assured that
I will let no word escape you.
Mr. W. — You're wasting precious time and words. Please get
to the point. It was a late one last
night, and I'm tired.
Mr. A. — Ah ha ! I knew we
could agree on something. I'm
tired too — sick and tired of this
whole damn mess. I've been married for twelve years . . .
Mr. W. — So what ?
Mr. A. — I have two beautiful
children . . .
Mr. W. — . . . Susan and I could
have our own children too.
Mr. A. — I have a nice home .. .
Mr. W. — . . . a minor point to
consider.
Mr. A. — And — good God,
White, will you cease with the interruptions ? This incessant babbling is driving me to distraction,
and you're not making sense at
all.
Mr. W. — Oh, Mr. Allen, I
thought you were smarter than
that. Consider it your gross error
for the day, but you should know
logic when you hear it. Perhaps
you had best listen to me.
Mr. A. — What ? Oh, all right.
But make it quick; I have an ap-

by Marcia Daily
It's lonely here
By yourself
With no one near
To hear you cry.
Cry to the wind!
It hears all.
It knows you've sinned.
Your crime is done.
You hated once.
Now regret
That hasty act.
For no one comes.

Graduation
by James Cavanaugh
The day is gone when I was young,
The day when I was light and free,
The day when it was nice to be
Without responsibility.
Sad is the day when we must part,
When each of us will go our way,
Sad is the day when we must go,
But glad are we to reach that day.

Scene III
pointment shortly. We'll have to
take this up another time.
Mr. W. — That's exactly what
I'm driving at, Mr. Allen. We
don't have any "other times." This
is our time.
Mr. A. — If you think this matter is something to be written off
in one short talk, then I suggest
you take a bow for your gross error of the day.
Mr. W. — That was no gross
error. It was the statement of a
hard, cold fact. Perhaps I didn't
say what you wanted to hear, Mr.
Allen. If so, then I admit that error, but I did not come to say
what you want to hear.
Mr. A. — What exactly did you
come for ?
Mr. W. — Precisely the question I've been waiting for. And
the answer, Mr. Allen, shall be
pust as brief.
Mr. A. — Well ? . .
Mr. W. — Divorce.
Mr. A. — Divorce! ?
Mr. W. — Yes; you heard me
well that time. I'm sorry I had to
use such a hackneyed word, but I
could think of nothing better.
Mr. A. — Divorce ?!
Mr. W. — On Susan's behalf I
come here to make that one simple request. We ask for nothing
more.
Mr. A. — And yet you ask for
everything. Never! . . .
Mr. W. — On the contrary —
in the near future.
Mr. A. — Never!
Mr. W. — (Rising) Excuse me,
Mr. Allen; I have a luncheon date.
Mr. A. — Never! Never! NEVER!
As Mr. Allen is yelling his last
"Never !" the door closes quietly
as Mr. White leaves to meet Susan for lunch. Mr. Allen suddenly
halts his speech, and turning
abruptly, leaves the room to join
the men in the club for lunch.

By Peter Ecker
by Sharon Klebs
I
There is a time called yesterday,
That no one understands,
Where pain and sorrow, fears and
tears
Are washed by moving sands.
A word that's drifting in the wind,
A dream that two can build upon,
A time of no despair.
A touching or a feeling,
A tune to fill the air,
All pleasures of a true love
That's left me now; but where ?
II
No matter where you're traveller
from

Your heart will soon be poor.
You've felt the blade of pain
Dig deeply to the core.
Of a heart that's promised true,
Of love that's full and free.
How often have you wondered
Does no one cry for me?
The morning dawns in April,
The day is bright and new,
The time went by so slowly,
No longer are you blue.
How endless is the cycle
Through universal lands?
How distant is a yesterday ?
How swift the moving sands ?

Young Love Like Sterling
by Ruth Stettler
Young love like sterling silver newly minted,
Untouched, unscathed, all too brightly shines.
Untried, the surface glints of depths but hinted,
Too dazzling new and bright to be condign.
Base metal, too, a brightness can acquire;
Through use, its lesser worth is soon revealed,
As different, far, as lust is from desire,
Or sorry limitation is from real.
Late love, like heirloom silver cherished,
Its patina, though marred, as yet undimmed,
Transcends all others; and has flourished
To hold within itself a glow still limned.
Long years of care, to later love accrued
A luster deep, by lasting love renewed.

by Jane Alongi
The owner of my heart and soul,
The , master of my mind.
To please my life and future,
and my dreams, he's epitome.
It would be agony to miss him,
and a tragedy to need him.
To be without him would be
misery
and so to love him is a joy.
He makes me laugh, he makes me
cry,
He makes me want to live or die.
Sadness is disposed of with his
smile,
and the world eliminated with his
kiss.
The owner of my heart and soul
the master of my mind.
His presence is not to be found.
Can such a. man exist?

Narrative
by Dennis Baran
Beneathe slow shades of humid afternoons,
No need to human plea or cajoling,
The seated figure with her malign mind
Counsels life within a perfumed room
The clever portraits hanging on the wall,
The golden drapes and polished table-tops:
"This decade needs no holy sacrifice
And God has not ordained this world for man."
Before the sunset, quietness arrives
She shivers twice behind the satin chair
Forgetting death and the apocalypse,
Content and apish in the empty sun.
This low dishonest age as Auden says,
Will not allow the body risk of death;
The soul needs comfort and eternity,
Not softened-blues or fluent-greens and things.

by Jay Wescott
I would fly high
Like my kite,
And perhaps with my cord
Severed, go close to the sun;
Then I would die
Like the sparrow
Who fell from his nest,
Dead round eyes staring
At nothing in particular.

My Warning
by Steve Einhorn
Beware of my sweet words,
for they are nothing more,
They are meant for one,
I once loved before.
Do not be gentle
and lie by my side,
for that is how
my own love once died.
Do not hold my arms
in yours,
for closing my eyes,
I think they are hers.
Do not let our lips met
and kiss,
for I will dream
of the one I now miss,
The eyes that you see
have only lied,
for they hold the tears
that I once cried.
If you disbelief what
I now have told you,
and trust that only your heart
knows what is true,
then you'll be just like me,
and one day know,
that I will say good-bye,
that I must go.
And it just won't be,
that our love is gone,
but to have loved me at all,
was very wrong.
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My Small World

by Jane Alongi
Walk hand and hand along the
path
But be sure nobody sees us.
Treat me as your brother.
Let me be your friend.
Give me freedom.
Give me rights.
Educate me.
Let me be your neighbor.
Sit next to me in church.
But never love me.

by Margaret Hankes
When there is time to meditate
And dream so pleasantly.
I like to walk alone and think
Of my small world and me.
It's nothing fancy, nothing great
To tempt a king or queen;
Just humming birds and buttercups
And endless fields of green.

He loves us, too and we love Him,
And that's how it will stay
For God and me and my small
world
Until we go away.

We're simple, plain, and very

And when we meet Him face-toface,
Yes, my small world and me,
I hope He'll let us stay this way—
Together, just we three.

small,
My small world and me.
We're big enough for only us
Plus One, which makes us three.

We can have everything.

That One is God, of course, you
see,
Who's with us day and night.
He makes my small and petty
world
A world of grace and might.

Hikers' Paradise
by Gretchen Koehler
They call it Perrot Mountain even though it's just a little higher than a hill. It is covered with oak
trees and birch, and has sand rock caves, but best of all, is has beautiful winding trails that beckon the
tireless hiker.
I am a hiker, maybe not so tireless, but I love to walk among the beauties of nature—down winding paths
and up grassy hillsides. That's why I like Perrot Mountain. It is a hikers' paradise.
The path to Perrot Point starts near the Perrot Pary Bridge. At first the stony trail is fairly even, with
only a slight grade upward. Further on, the trail grades upward steep and steady. Near the end of the first
steep flight are the sand rock caves, with their yellow mustard color walls noticeably covered with the
initials of many previous hikers. From the sand caves, the path circles the hill and continues upward to
Perrot Point.
It is always a long hard climb to the top of Perrot Mountain, but once there, there is nothing to see but scenic beauty below. The Mississippi River flows wide and long to one side of the mountain and woody forests; fir trees, birch and oak cover the three adjacent sides. The stagnant backwaters, which have been
separated from their "Mother River" during the receding of the flood water, have their own beauty too.
Most of these ponds are untouched by humans and are a shelter place for many colorful wild birds. The
rapport seen in nature from this vantage point is almost unbelievable and incomprehensible for the modern
complicated mind.
Yes, they call it Perrot Mountain even though it's not much bigger than a hill. Yet the hill is so covered
and surrounded with majestic intrinsic beauty, that it can rightfully be called a mountain. A mountain of
beauty surveying a land of beauty — a mountain and a land which are truly a hiker's paradise!

Two Pair of Shoes

Clem
by Steve Einhorn
Some people have dogs, some cats,
Some even snakes or frogs.
But I had a "thing."
One of those bugs that had no name.
Clem was a bug.
Clem was no ordinary "thing."
Clem was house-broken.
But mothers don't like "things,"__
So it didn't matter if Clem was
house-broken or not.
Clem was so small Mother didn't mind
my keeping him.
The only thing she really detested about
Clem was his eating habits.
Clem liked only beer and pretzels.
Mother didn't think I should own a "thing"
that wasn't sober.
To compensate for this I taught Clem
useful things.
I was just teaching him to answer the door
when it happened.
Clem had a couple of beers and got drunk.
He was weaving through the air when he
saw Mother.
Mother was drinking coffee in the kitchen.
Clem settled on Mother's cup.
He looked Mother straight in the eye.
He opened his mouth to speak and belched!
Mother couldn't stand to have a "thing"
to belch in her face,
So Clem was knocked in the coffee.
It didn't help sober him up any.
He just settled to the bottom.

We poured Clem slowly out with the last drop.
It was then he received a full name,
Clem Maxwell.
Yes, Clem was good to the very last drop.
To make his resting place comfortable,
(that was all I could do),
I placed him in an empty beer can.
He now lies under a high patch of grass in the yard.
(I don't know whether the beer made the grass
high or not. Maybe I didn't know it enough).
Well, good-bye Clem.
You were the only "thing" I had in this world.

by Jane Alongi
So be it the road to insanity
Wanting every stone overturned
every idea brought forth into
reality.
These control the thoughts and
actions,
that inhabit my mind and inhibit
my soul.

by Stephen Einhorn

It was cold snow-fallen night.
The moon light, earth bent, reflected of the broken window pane
of an old shack high on a Southern
hill. Two ragged men huddled together for warmth on the barren
floor. Finally, one got up and went
over to the solitary window. His
breath formed a pale cloud of discontent in the cold night air. Snow
flakes began to drift lazily down
from invisible clouds.
"It's snowin'."
"Is it ?"
"I wouldn't a said so if it
weren't."
"Maybe it'll cover our tracks.
Make it harder for them at least."
"For us, too."

My beliefs not having a precedent:
Confused and bewildered from the
inhibitions that control me.
The need to follow impulses,
always tugging at my sense.
So be it the road to insanity:
Wanting every stone overturned
every idea brought forth into
reality.

I Walked Through a Fog
by Ruth Stettler
I walked through fog
A pearl-gray, cotton-batting world.
A shifting, dim walled-cell that round me curled.

The one on the floor stretched
Dissolving fingers
Tissue scares that sought to strangle me.
No road before, no path behind, no tree.

out, rolled over on his back, and
looked at the holes in the roof.
"Billy, was it worth it ?"
The one by the window shuffled
his feet in the broken glass, making a tinkling sound. He looked
down at his shoes and smiled out
of one side of his face.
"Didn't have much choice about
it. We had to take them shoes.
I lost one toe last winter without any shoes. It got frost bit
and I dropped a log on it."
"Maybe they won't come after
us."

This world enclosed
By muted sound, shut out in harmony.
But sun returned my other world to me.

by Sharon Klebs

By Peter Ecker

"Don't you fret about that.

They'll come."
He turned back to look out the
window. He looked down the hill
and saw the white blanket hugging
the black trees, unbroken except
for, their tracks that wound up the
invisible path. Squinting, he saw
lights winking far off down the
hill.

"They're comin' now. I see their
lights."
"I didn't think they'd find us,

not here."
"Course they'd find us. Heard a
bark just now. Must have hounds
with them."
"Billy. let's go. I'm getting
scared. Let's get going."
"Yea, I guess you're right.
Won't make much matter, though.

They'll catch us anyhow."
"Well, then why did we steal
them shoes ?"
"I told you. We needed them.
Our feet were cold. We had no
money. Come on now, let's get."
The one on the floor got up and
zipped his tattered jacket up. The
same one three older, brothers
zipped up before him. The other
pulled down his sweatshirt further,
but it still was too short for him.
The door creaked on its single
hinge as they stepped out into the
full moon light. They could see
the lights and the forms of men
and dogs. They were much closer
now.
"Come on, Billy, we better run."
They began running, running

hard. Long black fingers of trees
slapped at their sides and faces
as they weaved in and out among
the cold darkness. One of them
slipped on a rock hidden by a
blanket of snow and fell into a
patch of brambles.
"Billy, are you hurt ? Are you
hurt?"
"I can't get up. It's my leg.
Better get going."
"No, I'm going to stay here with
you."
"Dammit, get outta here!"
The other wouldn't listen so

they merely lay there in the wet
snow, hearing the baying of the
hounds as they came closer.
Finally a cluster of meanacing
forms clustered about them. They

Sometimes I walk by the edge of the sea
Reliving a cherished memory
Of sand and surf, the wind and thee,
When autumn sailed the lovely shore,
When hearts above the sea did soar
And you were mine forevermore.
And still the sea rolls in each day
And castles children build in play
And lovers whisper words, they say,
But you are gone and I am here
With evening colors drawing near
Where once we knew our love was dear.

were roughly shaken to their feet
amidst cries of indignation and
wild curses. In mute silence they
were allowed to be led to a huge
oak tree nearby. A rotting limb
then hung over their two heads, a
looming destiny.
"Well, Billy, was it worth it ?"
"Got your feet warm, didn'tya?"
The question went unanswered.

An hour later and the snow had
stopped, stopped falling on the

trees, the ground, and stopped
falling on the two hung bodies.
The men returned, the owner
of the shoes hugging them tightly
to him. You couldn't get them to
get out of their homes on election
day to vote, but this was different.
These were two thieving niggers.
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To Catch a Snake
by Allen Sheldon
The early morning sun rose
above the trees on the hill and
shone into the fog-filled valley.
The sun warmed the air, and the
fog soon vanished, revealing an
ancient cabin surrounded by wooded and rock hills.
Inside the cabin, an old man
slept but was soon awakened by
the noisy cawing of a crow outside. The old man got up and
dressed. He stooped over and peered into a glass-fronted, wooden
cage near his bed. The cage contained a large timber rattlesnake
which lay coiled in one corner, and
the old man smiled as, instead of
seeing the white rat which was
put into the cage the day before,
he saw a bulge in the snakes's
midsection. The snake was sulfur
yellow with jagged brown bands
across its back. Its lidless eyes
contained elliptical pupils, and its
rattle buzzed as the old man
reached near the cage for his cane.
The old man clutched the cane
in his withered hand and made his
way into the main room of the
cabin. There he glanced into
another glass-fronted cage. This
one contained a bull snake which
was rather typical-looking except
that it was divided at the neck to
form two heads! As the old man
passed by, clumsily bumping the
cage, one of the snake's mouths
sprung open and issued forth a
sharp hiss. The mouth of the second head remained closed, while
the forked tongue darted out
through a groove in the upper jaw.
This phenomenon of axial bifurcation was the old man's most prized
possession.
The impatient cawing of the
crow intensified. The old man went
back inside and fried two eggs
for breakfast. He had hardly
finished eating when a second old
man hobbled up the dusty trail
leading to the cabin, settled himself on the porch, and started setting up a battered chess set. Soon
they were both pondering over the
strategy and complexities of the
game. They would spend hours at
a time sitting there on the porch,
playing chess in the warm summer
air.
On this particular morning a
stranger, carrying a shot gun and
puffing on a cigar, walked briskly
up the dusty trail. "I understand

He Who Takes
the Lead
by Steven Einhorn
Move aside old one!
I have come to steer the ship.
Your labor is done now.
Go away and die.
You have taught me much.
My youthful years I have
watched.
You showed me the dangerous
currents.
You taught me where the ice
is thin.
You have taught well.
Your labor is done.
I shall take over.
Go away and die.
Your hand is steady no more,
Your eyes have grown weak,
Your mind is feeble now,
Your path is doubtful.
Fear not for those you have led.
You lead no more.
I have come to lead.
Go away and die.
Whose hand is this on mine?
Ah ! It is the youth's.
I shall teach you what I know,
and sometday you shall lead.
But not now, not yet,
I am not through.
I cannot move aside,
My labor is not done .. .

one of you owns a two-headed
snake," he called.
"Yup, that's right," grumbled
the old man as he moved his king
out of check.
The stranger asked if he could
see the snake, so the old man
grudgingly showed him into the
main room of the cabin. The
stranger looked closely at the
snake. He puffed on his cigar, as
he admired the twin heads, each
studded with polished scales. "This
is the first two head snake I've
seen," he remarked. "How much
do you want for it?"
"No, I don't think I want to
sell it," replied the old man as he
returned to his chess game on the
porch. "I've had him for some
time now and would rather keep
him."
The stranger dropped his cigar
butt on the porch floor and crushed it out with the heel of his hunting boot. "I represent a museum,"
he argued. "We want this snake
in our collection."
"Nope, my mind is made up.
I won't sell it."
The stranger raised his voice
now. "You don't understand. I
need that snake!"
"I said no !" snapped the old
man, not looking up from the
board.
The game was interrupted by
the loud blast of the stranger's
shotgun. "Got him dead," he mumbled as he ejected the empty casing.
The old man glared with anger
as he saw the crow plummet
down from the oak tree and flop
its wings once in the dirt. Blood
dripped from the crow's beak and
quickly soaked into the dry earth.
A few black feathers drifted down
through the still air. The old man
jumped up from his chair. "Get
off this land," he yelled, waving
his cane threatingly. "Find yourself some other, snake to pickle!"
The stranger, somewhat surprised by the old man's burst of
rage, started walking back down
the trail and shouted back, "I'll get

that snake somehow and that's a
promise!" He trudged off down the
road and was gone.
The old man's friend pulled out
a pipe, filled it with cherry blend,
and lit it. "You ought to have the
lock fixed on your, door with a
character like that running around
the hills."
The old man sat down and
pushed a pawn. "He ain't going to
be no trouble," he said lighting
his own pipe.
it didn't take long for the old
man to lose the game as he was
still angry and wasn't concentrating. Before long he resigned the
second game, and by the time his
friend left, late in the afternoon,
six more games were lost.
The old man took a rusted
shovel out of a small, weatherbeaten shed behind the cabin and
buried the dead crow near the
base of the oak tree. When this
task was finished, he ate supper
and then sat on the porch smoking
his pipe. The sun slowly sank behind a wooded hill. The air grew
cool, and the dew settled on the
tall grass. The stars looked cold
and dull in the light of the full
moon. Bats fluttered silently
through the air silhoutted . against

Silence

be the no good museum man come
to steal my snake!" he thought.
Suddenly, he heard a terrifying
scream from the next room and
heard someone run out of the door,
onto the porch and down the trail,
still screaming. The old man burst
into laughter, as he looked over
in the moonlight at his two-headed
bullsnake which was tonight the
sole occupant of the rattlesnake
cage.

Love's Death
by Steve Einhorn
How is when,
at the moment time
whisper its death,
taking away the cracking strain of want,
and shattering it
against life,
draped in imagination,
but whose clothes are now,
cut away by the
falling,
falling,
pieces that scatter at her feet,
.. . and all that remains,
is life . . .
naked in her reality,
shuddering in the cold truth of a
hideous denial,
an ugly swollen denial,
that will remain as such,
until .. .
through the metamorphosis of time,
it is changed from a pain,
to a memory.

by Steven Einhorn
Reach with me
to bring the gray shades
of forget down,
down over my eyes.
And hold it there,
so that she is a vagueness
in my mind,
lest I reveal what we were.
Through this gray mist
burns a desire
to tear away the skin
of pretense,

by Jay Wescott
I came as one not seeking.
I came as one not listening.
I found nothing.
I heard nothing.

and bury it deep and bloody
into the raw meat
of truth,
that the agony will
scream within itself
and become deafened
by a cold death.

But what I sought was there
And what I was to hear had been
said.
I did not find,
I did not hear.

Rather I stumble
and fall into oblivion,
then . . .
then to topple her
to the claws of humanity

Then came the words of a friend,
"Give of yourself" were the words,
"Give of yourself" said the friend_
And I heard.

My lips be sealed,
the torment lies howling
within,
the struggle continues,
but vainly.

* * * Two Ants
by Steven Einhorn
He could hear his mother calling, but he did not move. He just
lay there on the warm summer
grass, exhausted from the sun
made motion possible only out of
that evaporated all energy and
necessity.
He rolled over onto his stomach
and felt the warm grass sooth
away his hunger for lunch. He
stretched out his arms and went
limp.
He frowned. There was something crawling up his naked arm.
He lifted his arm into view and,
squinting, saw a small black ant
progressing up towards his elbow.
With his other hand he flicked
away the ant into the green
jungle of grass below.
He lay there thinking, wondering what ants did on a hot summer day. His curiousity aroused,
he propped up his head with his
elbows and looked intently at the

the sky, and a skunk waddled
across the dusty trail and soon
disappeared into the grass.
The old man retired late that
night but was still angry an
couldn't sleep. A great horned owl
sounded in the distance. After a
long while a sound came from the
door of the cabin. The door squeaked open. The old man lay still. He
heard the door of the cage click
open in the other room. "It must

sidewalk that lay just within his
reach.
The sidewalk was gray and nature had weathered many cracks
in the concrete. From somewhere
under the grass jungle beneath his
stomach, a black ant emerged onto
the sidewalk.
The ant began making an irregular diagonal across the walk
towards an ant nest on the opposite side. And from that opposite side, a little distance from
the ant nest, emerged another ant,
a red one.
Mid-way in the walk they halted, both black and red. They
hesitated for a moment and then
rushed at each other with fierce
determination.
The boy had a look of anticipated joy on his face. But now he
was frowning. He could not tell
who began the fight. But the
thought was only momentary, he
now was enjoying the deadly en-

by Steven Einhorn
A voice called out.
I was in my house,
safe,
warm,
and in the room of happiness.
Yet,
I went to answer the voice.

Survival
of the
Fittest
by Steven Einhorn

I stepped out and saw Truth.
I ran back to the door.
It was locked,
and I had locked it.

by Marcia Daily

Greed breeds hate,
And hate is the mother of
death.
Search for utopias,
but be shocked not,
if death seeks the searcher,
for the carrier of death,
is also, a searcher.

A buried treasure ...
Come seek it.
It waits
For you.
A plain facade
Holds beauty
Within,
Waiting
Approach and read
The title.
There's more
Inside.
Open ! Enter!
Once inside
You love
And stay.

counter that was taking part below him.
It was an encounter of death,
just as real, just as consequential
as that of Cain and Abel, or any
other two men.
The red ants are traditionally
stronger and it was now a matter
of time before the black ant was
completely dismembered.
The boy glanced around. Lying
nearby was a rusty bobby pin.
He picked it up and rolled it over
the red ant.
The black ant limped over to
red. The red ant could no longer
move by itself. The black seemed
to acknowledge this fact and
limped off towards the black ant
nest.
Finally, after a strenuous effort, he reached the edge of the
sidewalk.
The boy rose, stepped on the
the black ant, then went into the
house for lunch.

by Paul Koprowski, Jr.
A madras shirt with old tan jeans
And bleached out hair that's
straight,
Reversed sweat shirts and tennis
shoes
Is fashion's present fate.
Why are the pants so tightly fit?
And why this uniform?
Is wearing clothes as others wear,
Compliance with a norm?
The age cries out to be unique,
To search for some small light,
And actively include yourself,
In things that you think right.
You are unique but changing too,
And somehow as you go
Your choices seem more difficult
And your frustrations grow.
The pace of life moves rapidly.
Before, you knew some ends,
You now weigh all your future
moves
Creating market trends.
But, in one respect you are sure,
It's obvious to see
This "fashion" that non-fashion's
made,
Is solidarity.

•

279 to

SPRING STAGE PLAY . . . Connie Eekhoff and Steve Anderson perform in "See How They Run," a farce comedy written by Phillip King,
May 24-26. The play was directed by Mr. Jacque Reidelberger.

Sociology major to be offered
Dr. Daniel B. Hoyt, Chairman
of the Division of Social Science,
has announced that a sociology
major leading to the B.A. degree
will be offered beginning next fall.
The major will be composed of
40 to 44 credits and will consist
of courses already in existence.
Those who are interested in the
program should contact either Dr.
Hoyt or Mr. Larry D. Connell.
Since some of the upper division
courses will be offered only in alternate years, it is important that
students interested in the major
contact one of these men for assistance in planning their program.
Those who will be teaching sociology courses will be Mr. Connell and Mrs. Marguerita Ritman
as well as a new staff member who

Phi Sig has dance
The brothers of Phi Sigma Epsilon closed the school year with
their annual Spring Formal Dinner Dance held at the Holiday Inn
at La Crosse on May 22. Prior to
the dance five pledges were initiated into the Phi Xi Chapter of
Phi Sigma Epsilon; they were
Tom Casey, Ralph Fifield, Doug
Rosendahl, John Ross, and Dick
Sadler. The occasion honors both
pledge classes from the fall and
spring quarters. Speakers at the
dinner included Ric Hoskins, Executive Officer from the National
Headquarters of Phi Sigma Epsilon. The Spring Honor Pledge Paddle went to Ralph Fiefield and the
Acadamic Trophy was given to
Spence Munkel.
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will join the faculty in September.
The new major will not affect
the sociology minor, which has
been offered for several years.

Rev. Olson speaks
for Baccalaureate
"Another Person" was the title
of the main address given at Winona State College's baccalaureate
services, May 30, 8:00 p.m. in Somsen Hall auditorium.
It was given by Father Martin
G. Olson, present chaplain of the
Catholic Newman Center on the
college's campus.
Father Olson is a former assistant principal of Cotter High
School and is presently a theology
instructor at St. Mary's College,
Winona.

Two hundred and seventy-nine
students will receive their diplomas at Commencement exercises
June 4.
Forty will receive the Master of
Science in Education degree. They
are Victor Lee Arnold, Erwin
Frederick Bachler, Raymond H.
Behnke Jr., Jeanette Elenor Bergler, Mary Eleanor Bowden, Patrick D. Curtin, James G. Elliott,
Maurice Charles Ewing, Dorothy
Elaine Fregin, Victor D. Grabau,
Neil D. Greene, L. Keith Inman.
John William Jacobs, Glen Oliver Johnson, Lois Gullickson Julsrud, Evelyn Haggerty Kimbell,
Donald George Klagge, Paul Francis Koprowski Jr., John Richard
Kotek, Roger W. Kramer, H. Laury LePage, Grace Lai Fen Lin,
Lyle Harold Liskow.
Austin Phillip Loeffler, Ronald
Eugene Lohse, Claude Joseph McCormick, Robert Earl Munkel,
Thomas Edward Nadeau, Roger
Wayne Olson, Merle Jay Peterson.
Robert John Porath, Gerald H.
Ristow, Samuel Seymour Schneider, George Arlie Simpson, Jerry
A. Sines, Sister M. Geoffrey Brozik, Earl E. Stephan, Charles A.
Stevens, Milroy John Tolling Jr.,
and Malcolm L. Young.
Those receiving the Bachelor of
Science degree are Lee B. Adams,
Judith Ann Addington, William
Allaire, Carolyn Diane Anderson,
Gretchen Ann Anderson, Patricia
Lee Anderson, Everett Dwayne
Austin, Thomas Baer, Judith Lorraine Bell, Sharon Louise Benson,
Peggy Ann Berg,* Kent Martin
Bergum, Margery Quirt Bickelhaupt, Anna Moore Biederman.
Thomas Richard Bjork, Dennis
Joseph Boardman, William Theodore Boehlke, Patricia Ann Boller,
Edith R. Brown, James G. Busse,

Forty-seven indicate nursing
as first vocational choice
"Forty-seven incoming students
next September have indicated
nursing as their first vocational
choice," according to Mrs. Rosalie
Burton, director of the nursing
program. Twenty-nine students
are currently enrolled with a nursing major.
The nursing program, which began in the fall quarter of 1964,
leads to a bachelor's degree in
nursing. The academic program is
conducted in the classrooms at
Winona State while the laboratory

practicum is at the Community
Memorial Hospital in Winona.
Besides the general requirement
courses, the nursing curriculum
also includes chemistry, zoology,
bacteriology, sociology, anatomy,
psychology and nutrition. The laboratory practice at the Communiity Memorial Hospital includes
Medical-Surgical Nursing I, II,
III, Maternity Nursing, Nursing
of Children, Nursing Care of Mentally Ill, and Public Health Nursing.

graduate June
Marilyn Nelson Campbell, Jean
Maxine Carney, Thomas Edward
Caron, Gus A. Chafos, David Charles Cheney.
Sharon Lee Christenson, Elaine
Louise Christopher,* Sandra Kay
Corey,* John Patrick Curtin, Ronald Matthew Daddetta, Ruth Ann
Dahling,* James W. Dean, Francille Rose DeGrood,* Judith Vathing Dubbs, Doris Arlene Ebert,
Myron Eldon Elias, Calvin Ronald
Ellestad, Betty Jane Engel, Paul
Dwayne Engen, Robert Francis
Farley, Carol Jeanne Fenske, Richard Carl Flemming.
Philip William Flint,* Jennifer
Laurie Floyd, William Carl H.
Frase, Richard Gordon Froyen,
Kenneth A. Ganz, June Beatrice
Garrison, Joan Kay Gates, Mary
Elizabeth Gates, John Charles
Getskow, Diann Gislason Heyer,*
Robert Oliver Ginn, David William
Goede.
Aim Marie Goldsmith,* Katherine Ann Greden, Joel Churchill
Grettenberg, Karen Hilma Grimm,
Thomas Francis Hall, Kathryn
Belter Hanke,* Mark David Hanke, Sharon Joyce Harnack, Gary
Kent Harris, Gail Marie Heller.
Michael Lawrence Hellurud,
Donald LeRoy Hemming, John
Stephen Holbrook,** Richard
Dwayne Ho1st, Lynda Leibold
Horsman, Mohsen Jazaeri, Janet
L. Johnson, Larry Charles Johnson,* Sharon Leigh Johnston, Harriet Miller Kaley, Robert Curtis
Keller,* Edward James Kelly,
John Thomas Kelly, Joan Marilyn
Kidd.
Geraldine Kelly Kirkeby,** Roger Bruce Kjome, Sharon Louise
Klebs, Marianne Kochevar, Margaret Elizabeth Koehler,* Richard
A. Kolter,* Sharyl Ann Kozak,
Jill Miller Kranz, Violet Schmitt
Kratz, Sharon Lee Kreher, Jeffrey
B. Kremer, Lois Marie Laabs.*
Ronald Edward Landherr, Mary
Jane Landimo, Rosemary Langowski, Duane V. Larson, Wayne Darril Levine, Franklyn Lee Light-

The 1965 annual is now available in the publications room in
Somsen Hall.
Last days to pick them up there
will be today, Tuesday, and Wednesday.
Hours today are 2 to 4 p.m. and
Wednesday 12 to 1.
After that they'll be available
in the business office.

APO starts rental
A book rental listing service
will be sponsored next year by the
new service fraternity, Alpha Phi
Omega.
Students who wish to rent, sell,
or buy their books can obtain this
service free of charge from APO.
Booths will be set up next year
in Somsen and in Prentiss-Lucas
lobby. Students who wish to rent
or sell their books can bring a list
of the books to one of these booths,
and those who wish to rent or buy
books may come and see if the
books they need are on the list.
Students will be informed who
to contact for the books, and business transactions will be left to
the students.
The times that the booths will be
in operation will be posted at the
beginning of fall quarter.

Choir elects officers
The WSC Concert Choir elected
officers for the 1965-66 school year
after the May 24 rehearsal.
The new officers are: president,
Elizabeth Gunhus; vice president,
Gayle Koetke; business manager,
Steve Forster; secretary, Jonelle
Millam; public relations, Nancy
Turner and Ted Thiele; and overseas correspondent, Inghild (Putt)
Norstebo.

Dr. Nels Minne, far left, is shown here admiring the picture of Conway Hall which was
presented to Miss Helen Conway on Thurs.,
May 20, while Miss Conway, Maine Schwanke
and Mrs. Fae Griffith look on. Miss Conway
presented her portrait to Conway Hall. It was

unveiled after a faculty dinner held in her honor
at Richard's Cafeteria. The portrait now hangs
on the wall in Conway Lounge. Jan Cutts painted the picture of Conway Hall, which Miss
Conway said she would hang in Ames School,
St. Paul, where she is the principal.

4

foot Jr., Richard Neal Nietzau,
John Max Loesch, Stephen Paul
Lund, John Thomas Lyons, Carolyn Lusti McChesney, John Roy
McElmury, Dorothy Sass McLaughlin,** Henry Raymond Maly.
Cheryl Anderson Matson, Rory
Patrick Mattson, Jerry Gene Mensink, Wayne Heinz Menzel, Beverly Esther Meyer,* Marlene Eleanor Moechnig,* Shelby J. Mundt,
Spencer Gaynor Munkel,* Bonnie
Ramsdell Mutschler,* Charles Andrew Newman, Kae Elizabeth
Nissalke, David Arnold Nord.
Dennis Grant Olson, Judy Karine Olson,** Kaye Marie Olson,*
Katherine Rita Onsgard, Elaine
Frances O'Rourke, Cynthia Anne
Orrill, Sherman Michael Pampuch,
John Russell Petronek, Gerald Allen Pietrzak,* Judith Ann Pinsonneault, Joan Carol Podan, Hilder
Sommermeyer Poppe.
Patricia Ann Powell,* Rickey
Paul Ravnholdt, Edward Curtis
Redalen,* Mary R. Reuter, Wayne
Paul Reingans, Kathryn Turner
Ricabaugh, Thomas Michael Ritchey, Renea Patricia Roach, Regina
Lea Robinson, Elaine Christine
Rotty, Marvin Arthur Rouse,
James Theodore Runkel Jr.
Richard Wayne Schleich, Richard David Schnorenberg, Ronald
Dean Schultz, Marilyn Kay
Schwanke, Joseph Seufert, Dianne
Holly Severson, Robert Glenn Seyba, Philip William Shaw,* Verne
William Shea, Bette Jeanne Onsgard Simon, George Edward
Skemp, Joan Frances Smith, Judith M. Anderson Smrkovski,*
Amia Solum, Robert Allen Spartz.
James Alfred Starkman, Ann
Harriet Steege, Phyllis Corrine
Stennes, John Michael Stephan,
David Richard Stigen, Ronald Martin Stolley, Constance Cook Strand,
Diane Marie Swenson, Thomas Albert Theismann, Mary Ann Tillman, Eileen Baker Tucker, Donald
Leroy Turner, Roger Leland Unnasch, Donald John Valentine.
Nadine Joyce Vanderau,* Margaret Siebenaler Vevang,* Karen
Lou Wandrei, George Frank Waterman, Paul Roderick Watkins,
Phyllis Aim Waugh, Mary Elizabeth Weichert,* Bruce Martin
Weinhold, Wordean Harlan Welper, Carol Ann Wenger, Mabel
Marcella Wilke, Ann Rose Willert,
Jon Richard Williams, Alfred Anthony Ellis Wolfram, and Thomas
Dean Zitnak.
Those who will receive the
Bachelor of Arts degree are:
Peter J. Abts,* Lawrence Charles Benish Jr., Peter Mason Blum,
Paul Earl Blumentritt,* Earl Lawrence Branum, Robert Allen
Briggs, Michael Daniel Cavanaugh,
Jerome E. Church, James Stewart
Craig, David Alan Davies, Richard
Emmet Doherty, James Delos
Doyle, Terrence Lee Eggerichs,*
Robert Jay Ellings, LaVern Richard Fossum, Peter Michael
Fritz, Dennis Edward Gebhard,
James C. Harrington,* John M.
Hawkins, Edward John Kohler,
John Allan Kokkonen, Douglas
Anthony Konopp, Jon Michael Lillehaugen, Bernard Joseph Maas,
Robert John Mauszycki, Gary
Keith Mayer.
Bernard Joseph Meddleton, Michael S. Mehlman, James Edward
Miller, Stuart Melvin Miller, Dale
W. Olson, Richard A. Omdahl,
Myles Scott Ostrom, Frederick
Thomas Perkins, Donald Eugene
Pinke,* John Francis Przytarski,
Ronald William Ramlo Jr., Alan
Edward Richardson, Robert Arnold Ries, John William Saecker,
Richard Wayne Sather, Judith Anderson Smrkovski,* Kenneth Niles
Thomson, James Marshal Ullrich,
J. Arthur Wilber, and Mark Duane
Worden.
Those who will receive the Associate in Arts degree are Ann
Sharon Bartz and Jack Durand
Tibbetts.
* With Honor
** With Special Honor
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Bemidji falls 3-0

Barnette hurls no-hitter; State wins NIC

DREAMING OF SUMMER VACATION .. .
walking along the shore of Lake Winona, Marie

and Dee are caught by the quick-fingered photographer, Steve Stokes.

Mankato wins NIC track, State 4th;
six records broken, two by Van Nelson
For the eighteenth straight
time Mankato State won the conference track title. Mankatc; piled
up 111 points to 73 for St. Cloud,
25 for Moorhead, Winona and Michigan Tech tied with 17 apiece
and Bemidji trailed with 14.

Jared Richardson of St. Cloud
broke his own broad jump record
of 23-3 1/4 with a 23- 34 leap. Mankato State set a new mile relay
time with 3:22.1 mark, beating
the 1960 Mankato team's 3:24.2
record.

Point getters for the Warriors
were Dan Scharmer placing second
in the javelin, Kirt Horswill was
third in the shot, Pete Wade was
third in the 100 yard dash, Larry
Olson was fourth in 880, John
Rahman was fourth in the three
mile, Bruce Smith finished fifth
in the mile, and Pete Lavelle ran
fifth in the 220 yard low hurdles.

The Warriors won the 440 yard
relay, but it didn't count in the
team standings because it was run
on a trial basis for the first time.
Running in the event was Pete Lavelle, Larry Olson, Pete Wade, and
George Waterman.

Six records fell at St. Cloud,
two set by Van Nelson of St.
Cloud in the mile and three mile
events. His mile time was 4:17.6,
and his three mile time was
14:47.2. The three mile time
eclipsed the old record by 35 seconds.
Other records were by Mankato's Henry Hill in the triple jump,
breaking his own 1964 record with
a 45-2 1/2 effort. Larry Fiest of
Mankato threw the discus 164-8 1/2
breaking his own 1964 record of
157.2.

Although the Warriors didn't
place high in team standings,
Coach Kiester had praise for his
athletes. "We had our problems
(injuries), but the kids put out excellently."
TEAM TOTALS: Mankato 111; St.
Cloud 73; Moorhead 23; Winona 17;
Michigan Tech 17; Bemidji 14.
Shot Put: 1. Phil Renstow (SC); 2.
Sibley (M); 3. Horswill (W); 4. O'Brien
(SC); 5. Sawyer (SC); D-50-1 1/2.
Triple Jump: 1. Henry Hill (M); 2.
Kruse (M); 3. Richardson (SC); 4. Blascziek (SC); Ambuehl (Mo); D-45-2 1/2
(new record; old record 44-11 set by
Hill in 1964).
Javelin : 1. Tom Sawyer (SC); 2.
Scharmer (W); 3. Blascziek (SC); 4.
Korhel (M); 5. Pufua (MT); D-171-9.
Pole Vault: 1. Al Oman (B); 2. Sandberg (M); 3. Korhel (M); and Morrow

(M); S. P. Mitchell (SC); and Plood (SC);
H-13.0.
440-Yard Intermediate Hurdles: 1.
Henry Hill (M); 2. Wrucks (M); 3. Nyquist (SC); 4. Moye (SC); 5. Lilja (B);
D-55.5.
Mile Run: 1. Van Nelson (SC); 2. Pfaff
(M); 3. Murray (M); 4. Wood (M); 5.
Smith (M); T-4:17.6 (new record; old
record 4:22.0 by Bryan, Mankato, 1964).
440-Yard Dash: 1. Creighton Fleming
(M); 2. Kasmarik '(MT); 3. Flim (M); 4.
Struth (SC); 5. Christie (B); T-:50.6.
Discus: 1. Larry Leist (M); 2. Renslaw
(SC); 3. O'Brien (SC); 4. Werner (B); 5.
Sibley (M); 164-81/2 (new record; old
record 157-2 by Leist, 1964).
100-Yard Dash: 1. Tony Jones (Mo);
2. Kluegel (M); 3. Wade (W); 4. Carlson
(SC); 5. Sapka (M) :10.1.
120-Yard High Hurdles: 1. John
Wrucke (M); 2. Linehan (SC); 3. Gronval
(M); 4. Hill (M); 5. Carlson (SC); :14.8.
880-Yard Run: 1. Marty Benson (M);
2. Spoden (SC); 3. Rettman (M); 4. Olson (W); 5. Murray (M); 1:55.7.
220-Yard Dash: 1. Tony Jones (Mo);
2. Kluegot (M); 3. Schram (MT); 4.
Goodwin (B); 5. Struth (SC); :11.1.
Long Jump: 1. Jared Richardson (SC);
2. Hill (M); 3. Putua (MT); 4. Ambuehl
(Mo); 5. Kruse (M); 23-4 3/4 (new record;
old record 23-3 1/4 by Richardson, 1964).
220-Yard Low Hurdles: 1. John
Wrucke (M); 2. Linehan (SC); 3. Gronval
(M); 4. Lilja (B); 5. Lavelle (W); :24.8.
High Jump: 1. Rod Landblom (Mo);
2. Jones (M); 3. Bakkum (Mo); 4. Horiszny (MT); 5. Kruse (M); 6-2.
Three-Mile Run: 1. Van Nelson (SC);
2. Roger Melquist (M); 3. K. Mitchell
(SC); 4. Rahman (W); 5. Feizer (MT);
14:47.2 (new record; old record 15:23.7
by Melquist, Mankato, 1963).
Mile Relay: 1. Mankato (Henry Hill,
Creighton Fleming, Marty Benson, Ray
Wood); 2. Moorhead; 3. St. Cloud; 4.
Michigan Tech; 5. Bemidji; 3:21.1; (new
record; old record 3:24.2 by Mankato,
1960).
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34 WARRIORS ALL IN A ROW . . . the
track team members are 1st row: Paul Hodge,
Gary Ihrke, Jerry Grade, Pete Lavelle, Bruce
Smith, John Rahman, Bob Safe, Pete Wade,
Mel Stensrude, and Terry Wooley. 2nd row: John
Jones, Bill Anderson, Dan Scharmer, Dave Dilly, Bruce Husbyn, Ron Stevenson, Bob Pitts,

Don Kropp, Chuck White, and Dick Seib. 3rd
row: Herbert Hellend, George 011cott, Al Thompson, Chuck Alman, Bob Miras, Bob Stone, Larry
Olson, Larry Kendrick, and Rod Phipps. 4th row:
Stan Dankous, head coach Robert Keister, Dave
Haines, Kirt Horswill and George Waterman.

by Jbn Martin
A route-going performance by
Jack Benedict, Friday, a brilliant
no-hitter by junior righthander
J. D. Barnette, and another brilliant game from Roger Roepke,
Saturday, coupled with a 11-6 St.
Cloud loss Friday gave the NIC
championship and a chance at the
NAIA tournament, to . the Warriors.
The Warriors won the NIC with
a 7-2 record for a .778 percentage.
Runner-up St. Cloud was 9-3 for a
.750 percentage.
Early hi the season the Warriors' main problem was their
pitching. Now it appears that it
is one of their strongest positions.
Ace righthander Jack Benedict, J.
D. Barnette, and Roger Roepke
have performed well in recent outings.
'W.47. Saturday, Barnette returned to
his early season
form as he collected a no-hitter, a 3-0 victory,
a string of 12
innings, and was
virtual 1 y
intouchable i n
the first game
and came on in the second
to relieve Roepke and pitched six
more scoreless frames. An RBI
by Dennis Morgan was all Barnette needed in the first game as
he struck out 14 batters.
Roger Roepke almost equalled
Barnette's first game performance
but weakened in the later innings.
He allocated only three hits.
Al "Jimmie" Connor drove in the
Warrior's only run in the finale,

but it held up as the game was
called after thirteen innings (1-1)
due to wet grounds.
Dan Bergen pitched the entire
13 innings for Bemidji, giving up
six hits while striking out ten.
FIRST GAME
Bemidji (0)
Winona (3)
abrh
abrh
Eck,lf
2 0 0 Anderson,rf 3 1 2
Williams,3b
3 0 0 Morgan,2b
301
Kostynck,ss
2 0 0 Usgaard,3b
300
Burcar,lb
3 0 0 Kelly,lf
200
Windell,rf
3 0 0 Benedict,lb 3 0 1
Mahlman,cf
1 0 0 Wendlandt,c 3 0 0
a-Pe'son,ph
1 0 0 Bailey,cf
200
Ebinger,2b
3 0 0 Connor,cc
110
Johnson,c
3 0 0 Barnette,p
101
Chaffee,p
200
Totals
21 2 5
Totals
23 0 0
a-Struck out for Mahlman in 7th.
BEMIDJI
000 000 0-0 0 0
WINONA 002 010 x-3 5 2
E-Usgaard, Connor. RBI-Morgan.
28-Benedict. SB-Barnette. SF-Kelly.
IP H R ER BB SO
Chaffe (L)
6 5 3 2 2 3
BaTrnelt:t4e5. (W)
7 0 0 0 1 14
SECOND GAME
Bemidji (1)
Winona (1)
ab r h
ab r h
Bischoff,2b
6 1 1 An'son,cf-rf 5 0 1
Kostynck,ss
5 0 0 Morgan,2b
500
Burcar,1 b
5 0 1 Beulict,c-1 b
501
Peterson,rf
5 0 2 Usgaard,3b
502
a-Mah'an,rf
0 0 0 Kelley,lf
410
Schlenker,cf
3 0 0 Houghton,c 3 0 0
b-Wilims,ph
1 0 0 v-Wen'ndt,c 1 0 0
Windell,cf
0 0 0 w-Kohn
100
Oman,c
3 0 0 Senrick,rf
100
Stall,c
3 0 0 x1 Nast,cf
10 0
Johnson,c
2 0 0 y-Bailey,cf
201
Bergan,p
5 0 0 Connor,ss
501
Roepke,p
200
Totals
42 1 4 Barnette,p
200
z-Ben't,j-ph
100
Totals
43 1 6
a-Ran for Peterson in 12th. bStruck out for Schienker in 12th. zGrounded out for Barnette in 13th. vStruck out for Houghton in 10th. wFlied out for Wendlandt in 13th.xStruck out for Senrick in 5th. yStruck out for Nast in 7th.
BEMIDJI
000 001 000 000 0-1 6 0
WINONA
000 010 000 000 0-1 4 2
E-Usgaard (2). RBI-Peterson; Connor. 2B-Peterson.
SB-Eck, Bischoff, Mahiman, Schienker; Anderson, Usgaard, Kelly, Connor.
DP-Kostynck to Bischoff to Burcar;
Morgan.
IP H R ER BB SO
Bergan
13 6 1 0 1 10
Roepke
7 3 1 1 2 8
Barnette
6 7 D 0 3 4
T-3:05.

Linksmen take NIC;
Jones medalist again
Winona State's golf team won
the NIC tournament at St. Cloud
May 22, paced by medalist Dick
Jones.
For the second
Straight year the
'sophomore from
;?Albert Lea won
edalist honors.
This year Jones
shot 112, carding
,4a 76 on first, 18
and 36 on the
ast nine.
This is the
Warrior's first conference golf
crown since 1958. The team total
was 473.
Coming on to the last green,
Jones needed to drop a twentyfour foot put to win the medalist

honors from St. Cloud's Don
Krause who finished with 113.
Jones holed the putt and made it
two titles in a row.
The other scores for the linksmen were 120's by Jim Huettl and
Jim Ullrick, 121 by John Winston
and 122 by Jerry Van Hoof. The
low four individual scores comprise the team total.
The meet was played over the
6,800 yard country club in a
strong wind.
St. Cloud finished second with
476, and Bemidji placed third with
477. ,
The linksmen, under coach Madeo "Moon" Molinari, are scheduled to compete in the NALA. at
Rockford, Illinois, June 8-11.

Warriors top Tommies;
win NAIA region berth
by Jim Martin
A slashing single to right center
by Larry Anderson scored the
walking Al Connor with the winning run for our Warriors in the
thirteenth inning as they downed
the MIAC champs, St. Thomas, at
Midway stadium 3-2.
Roger Roepke was the winning
hurler, relieving Barnette in the
twelfth. Barnette relieved starter
Jack Benedict after eight innings
and pitched three and one-third
scoreless frames.
Dennis Morgan was 3 for 5 for
the Warriors.
Winona took a 1-0 lead in the
fourth on a double by Anderson,
a single by Morgan and a sacrifice
fly by George Benedict. Trailing
2-1 in the ninth, the Warriors tied
the score on a single by Usgaard
and Senrich and went on to win
in the thirteenth.
The Warriors traveled to Storm
Lake, Iowa, to take on the Wiscon-

sin, Iowa, and Missouri champs in
a double elimination tourney this
past weekend.
Winona State (3)
St. Thomas (2)
abrh
abrh
Anderson,rf
6 1 2 Schmid,c
512
Morgan,2b
5 0 3D. Dolan,lf
512
D. Bndct.,lb 4 0 OJ. Dolan,lb
500
Usgaard,3b
5 1 1Scantan,rf
501
Kelly,lf
2 0 ODenning,3b
600
Bailey,cf
2 0 OGroebner,ss
601
Nast,cf
2 0 OFeely,cf
300
Shrick,If
2 0 OGoswItz,ph
10 0
Wendlndt,c
1 0 OKnippel,cf
200
Houglandt,c
3 0 04ermes,2b
402
Connor,ss
3 1 OWashburn,p
401
J. Bendct,p
20 1
Kohn,p
100
Barnett,p
100
Roepke,p
100
Totals
40 3 8
St. Thomas
000 002 000 000 0-2
Winona State
_ 000 001 001 000 1-3
E-Connor. LOB-St. Thomas 11, Winona State 5. DP-J. Dolan-Groebner-J.
Dolan. PO-A-St. Thomas 37-13 (1 out
when winning run scored), Winona
State 39-22.
2B-Anderson, Hermes, Washburn.
SB-Schmid 2, D. Dolan 2, J. Dolan. SBailey, Connor, Roepke, Washburn.
SF-D. Benedict.
IP H R ER BB SO
Washburn (L) ___12% 8 3 3 2 16
J. Benedist
8 6 2 3 4
Barnett
3% 2 0 0 0 2
Roepke (W)
1% 1 0 0 0 2

HBP-By Benedict Lee. T-3:27.

